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Grandmother 
Regina Crowder 
The dew was still on the grass and Grandmama 
wouldn't let me play in it. I knew my feet would get all 
wet and that little pieces of grass would stick to my 
feet, but it was so boring and made me so restless to 
know that I had to stay on the porch or on the 
sidewalk. So I sat on the steps and peeled paint off the 
handrails while I listened to Grandmama talk to Grand­
mama Mary. 
"Has Mr. James left yet?" 
"If he has, I haven't seen him," said Grandmama 
Mary. 
Mr. James lived upstairs in one of the rooms. It 
was a big house and Grandmama Mary lived 
downstairs and had a whole bunch of rooms. But 
Grandmama and Grandad lived upstairs and only had 
two rooms. A lot of people lived upstairs, but they 
were all old. 
I watched a roly-poly bug crawl along the edge of 
the steps. He rolled into a little ball when I picked him 
up so I threw him in the grass which was still wet. 
Then I thought of something I could do. 
"Grandmama, can I blow bubbles?" 
"I reckon so, but you better not spill them. Wipe 
your feet before you go in." 
I took my flip-flops off at the door and ran up the 
stairs and into the room where Grandmama lived. The 
bottle was on the window sill and as I grabbed it I 
looked out the window at the school down the block. 
Then I ran out into the hall and as I started to run past 
Mr. James' door, I looked around and then tiptoed to 
his door. I peeped through the keyhole and saw Mr. 
James sitting in his rocking chair smoking his pipe. He 
doesn't look like he's going anywhere, I said to myself. 
Outside on the porch, I began blowing bubbles. 
The sunlight made little pink and blue and yellow 
streaks on the bubbles. I liked to make two bubbles 
stick together. I decided to try to get as many bubbles 
in the air as I could, but before I got very many, I 
knocked the bottle over. The liquid spread over most 
of the porch and started dripping off onto the steps. I 
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looked up at Grandmama who hadn't seen the mess 
yet. 
"Grandmama," I said in a low voice. 
"What," she asked. Then she saw. 
" I told you to be careful. I'm not going to buy you 
any more." She went into the house for a wet towel. 
She came back out and while she washed my hands, 
Grandmama Mary cleaned the porch and steps. 
"I'm sorry, Grandmama," I tried not to let my 
voice quiver but I didn't want her to be mad at me. 
"Don't cry, hon. it's all right. I think the grass is 
dry enough for you to play in now, if you want to." 
She kissed my cheek and I felt much better. 
I played in the grass for just a few minutes. Then a 
woman pushing a baby carriage walked past. Seeing 
the baby made me think of my own little brother at 
home. Mother had gone to the hospital for a lot of 
days and came home with him. I wondered if he 
would grow much before I went back home. 
"Come on in now," Grandmama had stood up to 
wait on me. 
Grandmama shelled peas for supper and I played 
with Grandmama Mary's bird. She kept him in a cage 
on the back porch. The bird was green and yellow and 
he would let me rub him but if I tried to hold him he 
always bit me. I was running my finger along the top of 
his head when I heard children's voices from the 
school. I looked across the space between the yard and 
the school. I saw a little girl in a bright yellow dress run 
to a swing. There were a lot of things to play on like 
the swings and some sliding boards and i thought that 
they would be fun but school always scared me. There 
was a big fence all the way around the school and 
Grandmama said that Mothers took their little boys and 
girls there every day and left them. I sure was glad my 
Mother never left me somewhere like that all day. I 
thought it was like jail. 
"Are you hungry yet," asked Grandmama. I 
looked at the school and then at Grandmama and 
hugged her. 
"A little bit." 
I had some cherry Kool-Aid and a banana 
sandwich for lunch. If I drank the Kool-Aid just right, I 
could make it stain my lips red to look like lipstick. 
Grandmama wiped the Kool-Aid lipstick off and 
said, "It's time for you to take a nap now." 
"Will you rock me to sleep, Grandmama?" 
"All right." 
We sat in a big old rocking chair and she hummed 
a little and I eventually went to sleep. 
When I awoke, I was in the upstairs room by 
myself. The house was quiet and I thought that maybe I 
had been left all by myself. I ran down the long hall 
with all those doors and down the stairs. Grandmama 
was in the kitchen washing potatoes. 
I sniffed and grandmama turned around. 
"Well, hi. You took a long nap. Did you sleep 
good?" 
Yes . Where is Grandmama Mary?" 
"She's gone to buy a few groceries." 
"Oh. Do we have any ice cream?" 
"Well, I think I may be able to find you some." 
She opened the freezer and got a carton of ice 
cream. She picked me up and sat me on the counter 
so I could watch her spoon it out. I looked in the 
carton and saw that it was three kinds—chocolate, 
strawberry, and vanilla. 
"Oh, it's Napoleon." 
"Yes , it's Neapolitan," said Grandmama and she 
smiled. "But don't worry, I'll be careful and not give you 
any strawberry." 
I sure was glad she remembered. I hated strawberry 
ice cream. It always felt gritty in my mouth. 
"Here you are," said Grandmama after she had 
spooned the creamy dessert. 
I went into the den to watch the afternoon cartoon 
program. When a commercial came on, I glanced at the 
mantle above the fireplace. The mantle was covered 
with all kinds of little figures—animals and people. One 
little cat had a tape measure that came out of its 
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mouth. Its tongue was the end of the tape. But my 
favorite was the one of a pretty woman in a green 
dress with a wide hooped skirt. She wore a green hat 
to match. Her tiny hand clasped a gold leash and a 
little dog was on the end of it. Beside her was a little 
girl dressed like the lady. I liked to think about where 
they were going and pretend that they were my mother 
and I . 
"Bluto, let me go. Popeye, help." Olive Oyl's voice 
made me aware that cartoons were still on. 
Grandad came home from work just as Popeye 
whistled with his pipe. We went for a quick walk to 
the store and to the park before supper. When we got 
home, Grandmama Mary said that we would be eating 
a little late so I decided to surprise Grandmama with a 
picture. My paper was upstairs so I went up there and 
started to draw. I drew some flowers, all colors, and a 
house with a chimney. I ran out of the room to give 
Grandmama the picture. I didn't know it was so dark 
and I had to turn a light on in the hall. 
All the lights were off downstairs except for one in 
the den. I didn't know why because the kitchen was 
not even near the den and we were supposed to eat. 
" I think it's a heart attack." I could hear 
Grandmama Mary on the phone and she was crying. 
I walked into the den and so many people were 
there, even Mr. James. Grandad was saying, "It'll be all 
right. Just be still." He was leaning over the sofa. 
Everybody was lined alongside the sofa. I peeked 
around Grandad and there was Grandmama lying 
there. Her eyes were closed and she was breathing 
hard. She moaned a little, too. 
"Prop her feet up." 
"Keep fanning her. She's too hot." 
I could feel a lump inside myself, not in my throat, 
but further down. Everybody was fanning Grandmama 
and not knowing anything else to do, I found a section 
of the afternoon paper and began to fan her feet. That 
was the closest I could get. 
"Be still. The ambulance will be here in just a little 
bit." 
The siren seemed to come from the walls of the 
den, they were so loud. I saw the ambulance outside. 
It was green with white stripes and a flashing red light 
on top. Two men ran up the steps with a stretcher. 
They were so far away; I never realized how many 
steps led up to the porch. 
They eased Grandmama onto the stretcher and as 
they were leaving the room, she saw me for the first 
time. She tried to smile but her face wrinkled in pain 
and they rushed away with her. 
I just sat down for a long time. I was alone in the 
den. Only one lamp was on and the rest of the house 
was totally dark. 
Grandmama Mary and Mr. James finally came 
and Mr. James picked me up. 
"You need to call this baby's parents," he told 
Grandmama Mary. 
"I ' l l call them now." 
I knew it would take a long time before Mother 
could get there. I was dressed in my pajamas when I 
asked for some ice cream. 
Grandmama Mary got me some. I looked at the 
bowl and there was strawberry ice cream all mixed in 
with the chocolate and vanilla. 
The picture I had drawn Grandmama was on the 
floor. I looked at it and tried not to cry. 
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